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will cheerfully read any communication which is 
weitten to afford information about them, and to 
increase the pleasure of their rambles in the country 
et this delightful season of the year. 

In a letter which I received from Dr. Gray, the 
suthor of that most admirable work entitled “The 
Yotanical Text Book,” there is this passage: “ For 
lotany alone, there is little encouragement in this 
vountry. Whoever prosecutes it must make many 
sacrifices.” My own experience offers a mournful 
confirmation of this sad truth. The wild flowers 
around Philadelphia, so attractive in beauty, so 
curious in organization, so much prized abroad, are, 
comparatively speaking, a neglected race. I have 
been laboring for years to introduce the study of 
wild flowers into the schools and families of the 
residents in this city. I have gone out and collect- 
ed the most beautiful mosses and ferns, the native 
denizens of their rocks, hills, and streams, that they 
might be induced to notice them as well as the wild 
flowers of distant lands. I have succeeded with a 
few minds; and have seen, when the snow was on 
the ground, specimens of wild flowers gathered in 
early spring, dried, pressed, and preserved, so that 
they looked as beautiful as when first collected. 
What pleasure in looking at such a collection on a 
stormy winter’s evening, when the world is wrapped 
in shade and desolation, and in being thus .re- 
minded of the warm sun, the healthy breeze, the 
bright stream, and all the loveliness of rejoicing 
earth! 

I have intimated that flowers, cultivated with so 
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much care under glass, are but a collection of the 
wild flowers and weeds of foreign countries. They 
are unquestionably interesting, and deserve the care 
and science which are bestowed on their culture. 
But all wild flowers and weeds are interesting. 

Let us take, not the rare and costly exotic, but 
any common wild flower or weed. What exquisite 
symmetry and elegance of form! The choicest 
works of art, the most finished productions of genius, 
are but as the poor efforts of savages when contrast- 
ed with this wonderful work of nature! We know 
that this humble flower grows when fanned by 
winds, watered by rains, warmed by the sun, and 
that it must derive some portion of its substance 
from the soil. But how does Nature form this green 
afid this beautiful blossom? We see her constantly 
engaged in building up these living forms, and 
weaving the earth, the air, and the water into every 
imaginable variety of vegetable form and fabrie. 
The whole earth is, in fact, one vast workshop or 
chemical laboratory, where Nature is ever operating 
with an untiring industry in fabricating living be- 
ings out of rude inorganic matter. Let us endeavor 
to trace the movements of this glorious mechanism 
framed by the hand of the Almighty; let us “ con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they grow.” Lei- 
sure time is well spent which is devoted to the study 
of those wild flowers which have again arisen from 
the darkness of the sepulchre and the ruins of the 
grave, and now cover the hills and beautify the 
valleys. 
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CHAPTER I. 


Tue fire was burning gayly. My wife had just 
gone up stairs to put baby to bed. Charles sat op- 
posite to me, looking very brown and handsome. It 
was pleasant enough that we should feel sure of 
spending some weeks under the same roof, a thing 
which we had never done since we were mere boys. 
I felt too lazy to talk, so I ate walnuts and looked 
into the fire. But Charles grew restless, 

“ Now that your wife is gone up stairs, Will, you 
must tell me what I’ve wanted to ask you ever since 
I saw her this morning. Tell me all about the 
wooing and winning. I want to have the receipt 
for getting such a spicy little wife of my own. Your 
letters only gave the barest details. So set to, man, 
and tell me every particular.” 

“Tf I tell you all, it will be a long story.” , 

“Never fear. If I get tired, I can go to sleep, 
and dream that I am back again, a lonely bachelor, 
m Ceylon; and I can waken up, when you have 
done, to know that I am under your roof. Dash 
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away, man! ‘Once upon a time, a gallant young 
bachelor ——’ 'There’s a beginning for you!” 
“Well, then, ‘Once upon a time, a gallant young 
bachelor’ was sorely puzzled where to settle, when 
he had completed his education as a surgeon.—I 
must speak in the first person; I cannot go on as a 
gallant young bachelor.—I had just finished walking 
the hospitals when you went to Ceylon; and, if you 
remember, I wanted to go abroad like you, and 
thought of offering myself as a ship-surgeon; but I 
found I should rather lose caste in my profession ; 
so I hesitated; and, while I was hesitating, I re- 
ceived a letter from my father’s cousin, Mr. Morgan 
—that old gentleman who used to write such long 
letters of good advice to my mother, and who tipped 
me a five pound note when I agreed to be bound 
apprentice to Mr. Howard, instead of going to sea. 
Well, it seems the old gentleman had all along 
thought of taking me as his partner, if I turned out 
pretty well; and, as he heard a good account of me 
from an old friend of his, who was a surgeon at 
Guy’s, he wrote to propose this arrangement: I 
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was to have a third of the profits for five years; 
after that, half; and, eventually, I was to succeed 
to the whole. It was no bad offer for a penniless 
man like me, as Mr. Morgan had a capital country 
practice ; and, though I did not know him person- 
ally, I had formed a pretty good idea of him as an 
honorable, kind-hearted, fidgety, meddlesome old 
bachelor; and a very correct notion it was, as I 
found out in the very first half-hour of seeing him. 
[ had had some idea that I was to live in his house, 
as he was a bachelor and a kind of family friend; 
and I think he was afraid that I should expect this 
arrangement, for when I walked up to his door, with 
the porter carrying my portmanteau, he met me on 
the steps, and, while he held my hand and shook: it, 
be said to the porter, ‘Jerry, if you ‘ll wait a m®- 
ment, Mr. Harrison will be ready to go with you to 
his lodgings, at Jocelyn’s, you know;’ and then, 
turning to me, he addressed his first words of wel- 
come. I was a little inclined to think him inhos- 
pitable; but I got to understand him better after- 
wards. ‘Jocelyn’s, said he, ‘is the best place I 
have been able to hit upon in a hurry, and there is 
a good deal of fever about, which made me desirous 
that you should come this month—a low kind of 
typhoid, in the oldest part of the town. I think 
you’ll be comfortable there for a week or two. I 
have taken the liberty of desiring my housekeeper 
to send down one or two things which give the place 
a little more of a home aspect—an easy chair, a 
beautiful case of preparations, and one or two little 
“matters in the way of eatables; but, if youll take 
my advice, I’ye a plan in my head which we will 
talk about to-morrow morning. At present, I don’t 
like to keep you standing out on the steps here, so 
I'll not detain you from your lodgings, where I 
rather think my housekeeper is gone to get tea 
ready for you.’ Y 

“TJ thought I understood the old gentleman’s 
anxiety for his own health, which he put upon care 
for mine, for he had on a kind of loose gray coat, 
and no hat on his head. But I wondered that he 
did not ask me in doors, instead of keeping me on 
the steps. I believe, after all, I made a mistake in 
supposing he was afraid of taking cold; he was 
only afraid of being seen in deshabille. And as for 
his apparent inhospitality, I had not been long in 
Duncombe before I understood the comforts of hav- 
ing one’s house considered as a castle into which no 
one might intrude, and saw good reason for the 
practice Mr. Morgan had established of coming to 
his door to speak to every one. It was only the 
effect of habit that made him receive me so. Before 
long, I had'the free run of his house. 

“There was every sign of kind attention and 
forethought on the part of some one, whom I could 
not doubt to be Mr. Morgan, in my lodgings. I was 
too lazy to do much that evening, and sat in the 
little bow-window which projected over Jocelyn’s 
shop, looking up and down the street. Duncombe 
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calls itself a town, but I should call it a village. 
Really, looking from Jocelyn’s, it is a very pictur- 
esque place. The houses are anything but regular; 
they may be mean in their details, but altogether 
they look well; they have not that flat, unrelieved 
front, which many towns of far more pretensions 
present. Here and there a bow-window—every now 
and then a gable, cutting up against the sky—occa- 
sionally a projecting upper story—throws good effect 
of light and shadow along the street; and they have 
a queer fashion of their own of coloring the white- 
wash of some of the houses with a sort of pink blot- 
ting-paper tinge, more like the stone of which 
Mayence is built than anything else. It may be 
very bad taste; but, to my mind, it gives a rich 
warmth to the coloring. Then, here and there a 
dwelling-house has a court in front, with a grass- 
plot on each side of the flagged walk, and a large 
tree or two—limes or horse-chestnuts—which send 
their great projecting upper branches over into the 
street, making round dry places of shelter on the 
pavement in the times of summer showers. 

“While I was sitting in the bow-window, thinking 
of the contrast between this place and the lodgings 
in the heart of London, which I had left only twelve 
hours before—the window open here, and, although 
in the centre of the town, admitting only scents 
from the mignonette boxes on the sill, instead of 
the dust and smoke of —— Street—the only sound 
heard in this, the principal street, being the voices 
of mothers calling their playing children home to 
bed, and the eight o’clock bell of the old parish 
church bim-bomming in remembrance of the curfew; 
—while I was sitting thus idly, the door opened, and 
the little maid-servant, dropping a courtesy, said— 

“Please, sir, Mrs. Munton’s compliments, and 
she would be glad to know how you are after your 
journey.” 

“There! was not that hearty and kind? Would 
even the dearest chum I had at Guy’s have thought 
of doing such a thing? while Mrs. Munton, whose 
name I had never heard of before, was doubtless 
suffering anxiety till I could relieve her mind by 
sending back word that I was pretty well. 

“«My compliments to Mrs. Munton, and I am 
pretty well: much obliged to her.’ It was as well 
to say only ‘pretty well,’ for ‘very well’ would have 
destroyed the interest Mrs. Munton evidently felt 
in me. Good Mrs. Munton! Kind Mrs. Munton! 
Perhaps, also, young, handsome, rich, widowed Mrs. 
Munton! I rubbed my hands with delight and 
amusement, and, resuming my post of observation, 
began to wonder at which house Mrs. Munton 
lived. 

“ Again the little tap and the little maid-servant— 

“Please, sir, Miss Tomkinsons’ compliments ; 
and they would be glad to know how you feel your- 
self after your journey.’ 

“T don’t know why, but Miss Tomkinsons’ name 


had not such a halo about it as Mrs. Munton’s. * 
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Still, it was very pretty in Miss Tomkinsons to send 
and inquire. I only wished I did not feel so per- 
fectly robust. I was almost ashamed that I could 
not send word I was quite exhausted by fatigue, and 
had fainted twice since my arrival. If I had but 
had a headache, at least! I heaved a deep breath : 
my chest was in perfect order; I had caught no 
cold; so I answered again— 

“Much obliged to the Miss Tomkinsons; I am 
not much fatigued; tolerably well; my compli- 
ments.’ 

“Tittle Sally could hardly have got down stairs, 
before she returned, bright and breathless— 

“¢Mr. and Mrs. Bullock’s compliments, sir; and 
they hope you are pretty well after your journey.’ 

“Who would have expected such kindness from 
such an unpromising name? Mr. and Mrs. Bullock 
were less interesting, it is true, than their prede- 
cessors; but I graciously replied— 

“«My compliments; a night’s rest will perfectly 
recruit me.” 

“The same message was presently brought up 
from one or two more unknown kind hearts. I 
really wished I was not so ruddy-looking. I was 
afraid I should disappoint the tender-hearted town 
when they saw what a hale young fellow I was. 
And I was almost ashamed of confessing to a great 
appetite for supper when Sally came up to inquire 
what I would have. Beef-steaks were so tempting ; 
but perhaps I ought rather to have water-gruel, and 
go to bed. The beef-steak, however, carried the 
day. I need not have felt such a gentle elation of 
spirits, as this mark of the town’s attention is paid 
to every one when he arrives after a journey. Many 
of the same people have sent to inquire after you— 
great, hulking, brown fellow as you are—only Sally 
spared you the infliction of devising interesting an- 
swers. 


CHAPTER II. 


“Tae next morning Mr. Morgan came before I 
had finished breakfast. He was the most dapper lit- 
tle man I ever met. I see the affection with which 
people cling to the style of dress that was in vogue 
when they were beaux and belles, and received the 
most admiration. They are unwilling to believe that 
their youth and beauty are gone, and think that the 
prevailing mode is unbecoming. Mr. Morgan will 
inveigh by the hour together against frock-coats, for 
instance, and whiskers. He keeps his chin close 
shaven, wears a black dress-coat, and dark-gray 
pantaloons; and in his morning round to his town 
patients, he invariably wears the brightest and 
blackest of Hessian boots, with dangling silk tassels 
on each side. When he goes home, about ten o’clock, 
to prepare for his ride to see nis country patients, he 
puts on the most dandy top-boots I ever saw, which 


he gets from some wonderful boot-maker a hundred 
miles off. His appearance is what one calls ‘jemmy:’ 
there is no other word that will do for it. He was 
evidently a little discomfited when he saw me in my 
breakfast costume, with the habits which I brought 
with me from the fellows at Guy’s; my feet against 
the fire-place, my chair balanced on its hind legs (a 
habit of sitting which I afterwards discovered he 
particularly abhorred), slippers on my feet (which, 
also, ke considered a most ungentlemanly piece of 
untidiness ‘out of a bedroom’); in short, from what 
I afterwards learned, every prejudice he had was 
outraged by my appearance on this first visit of his, 
I put my book down, and sprang up to receive him, 
He stood, hat and cane in hand. 

“*T came to inquire if it would be convenient for 
you to accompany me on my morning’s round, and 
to be introduced to a few of our friends.’ I quite 
detected the little tone of coldness, induced by his 
disappointment at my appearance, though he never 
imagined that it was in any way perceptible. ‘I 
will be ready directly, sir,’ said I; and bolted into 
my bedroom, only too happy to escape his scrutiniz- 
ing eye. 

“When I returned, I was made aware, by sundry 
indescribable little coughs and hesitating noises, 
that my dress did not satisfy him. I stood ready, 
hat and gloves in hand; but still he did not offer to 
set off on our round. I grew very red and hot. At 
length he said— 

“«Excuse me, my dear young friend, but may T 
ask if you have no other coat besides that—‘cut- 
away,’ I believe you call them?—We are rather 
sticklers for propriety, I believe, in Duncombe; and 
much depends on a first impression. Let it be pro- 
fessional, my dear sir. Black is the garb of our 
profession. Forgive my speaking so plainly, but I 
consider myself in loco parentis.’ 

“He was so kind, so bland, and, in truth, so 
friendly, that I felt it would be most childish to take 
offence; but I had a little resentment in my heart 
at this way of being treated. However, I mumbled, 
‘Oh, certainly, sir, if you wish it!’ and returned 
once more to change my coat—my poor cut-away. 

«Those coats, sir, give a man rather too much of 
a sporting appearance, not quite befitting the learned 
professions; more as if you came down here to hunt 
than to be the Galen or Hippocrates of the neigh- 
borhood.’ He smiled graciously, so I smothered a 
sigh; for, to tell you the truth, I had rather antici- 
pated, and, in fact, had boasted at Guy’s, of the 
runs I hoped to have with the hounds, for Dun- 
combe was in a famous hunting district. But all 
these ideas were quite dispersed when Mr. Morgan 
led me to the inn-yard, where there was a horse- 
dealer on his way to a neighboring fair, and ‘strongly 
adyised me’—which in our relative circumstances 
was equivalent to an injunction—to purchase a little, 
useful, fast-trotting, brown cob, instead of a fine 
showy horse, ‘who would take any fence I put him 


376 


GODEY’S MAGAZINE AND LADY’s BOOK. 


OT OOO OOO ET OT 


to,’ as the horse-dealer assured me. Mr. Morgan 
was evidently pleased when I bowed to his decision, 
and gave up all hopes of an occasional hunt. 

“He opened out a great deal more after this pur- 
chase. He told me his plan of establishing me in a 
house of my own, which looked more respectable, 
not to say professional, than being in lodgings; and 
then he went on to say that he had lately lost a 
friend, a brother surgeon in a neighboring town, who 
had left a widow with a small income, who would be 
very glad to live with me, and act as mistress to my 
establishment; thus lessening the expense. 

“She is a lady-like woman,’ said Mr. Morgan, 
‘to judge from the little I have seen of her; about 
forty-five or so; and may realty be of some help to 
you in the little etiquettes of our profession; the 
slight delicate attentions which every man has to 
learn, if he wishes to get on in life. This is Mrs. 
Munton’s, sir,’ said he, stopping short at a very un- 
romantic-looking green door, with a brass knocker. 

“T had no time to say, ‘Who is Mrs. Munton?’ 
before we had heard Mrs. Munton was at home, and 
were following the tidy elderly servant up the nar- 
row carpeted stairs into the drawing-room. Mrs. 
Munton was the widow of a-former vicar, upwards 
of sixty, rather deaf; but, like all the deaf people I 
have ever seen, very fond of talking; perhaps be- 
cause she then knew the subject, which passed out 
of her grasp when another began to speak. She 
was ill of a chronic complaint, which often incapaci- 
tated her from going out; and the kind people of 
the town were in the habit of coming to sce her and 
sit with her, and of bringing her the newest, fresh- 
est, tid-bits of news; so that, her room was the cen- 
tre of the gossip of Duncombe;—not of scandal, 
mind; for I make a distinction between gossip and 
scandal. Now you can fancy the discrepancy be- 
tween the ideal and the real Mrs. Munton. Instead 
of any foolish notion of a beautiful blooming widow, 
tenderly anxious about the health of the stranger, I 
saw a homely, talkative, elderly person, with a keen 
observant eye, and marks of suffering on her face; 
plain in manner and dress, but still unmistakeably a 
lady. She talked to Mr. Morgan, but she looked at 
me; and I saw that nothing I did escaped her no- 
tice. Mr. Morgan annoyed me by his anxiety to 
show me off; but he was kindly anxious to bring out 
every circumstance to my credit in Mrs. Munton’s 
hearing, knowing well that the town-crier had not 
more opportunities to publish all about me than she 
had. 

“What was that remark you repeated to me of 
Sir Astley Cooper’s? asked he. It had been the 
most trivial speech in the world that I had named 
as we walked along, and I felt ashamed of having 
to repeat it: but it answered Mr. Morgan’s purpose, 
and before night all the town had heard that I was 
a favorite pupil of Sir Astley’s (I had never seen 
him but twice in my life); and Mr. Morgan was 
afraid that as soon as he knew my full value I should 


be retained by Sir Astley to assist him in his duties 
as surgeon to the royal family. Every little cireum- 
stance was pressed into the conversation which could 
add to my importance. 

“*As I once heard Sir Robert Peel remark to Mr. 
Harrison, the father of our young friend here—“ The 
moons in August are remarkably full and bright.” “— 
If you remember, Charles, my father was always 
proud of having sold a pair of gloves to Sir Robert, 
when he was staying at the Grange, near Biddi- 
combe, and I suppose good Mr. Morgan had paid 
his only visit to my father at the time; but Mrs. 
Munton evidently looked at me with double respect 
after this incidental remark, which I was amused to 
meet with, a few months afterwards, disguised in the 
statement that my father was an intimate friend of 
the Premier’s, and had, in fact, been the adviser of 
most of the measures taken by him in public life. 
I sat by, half indignant and half amused. Mr. Mor- 
gan looked so complacently pleased at the wholo 
effect of the conversation, that I did not care to mar * 
it by explanations; and, indeed, I had little idea at 
the time how small sayings were the sceds of great 
events in the town of Duncombe. When we left Mrs. 
Munton’s, he was in a blandly communicative mood. 

“*You will find it a curious statistical fact, but 
five-sixths of our householders of a certain rank in 
Duncombe are women. We have widows and old 
maids in rich abundance. In fact, my dear sir, I 
believe that you and I are almost the only gentlemen 
in the place—Mr. Bullock, of course, excepted. By 
gentlemen, I mean professional men. It behooves us 
to remember, sir, that so many of the female sex 
rely upon us for the kindness and protection which 
every man who is worthy of the name is always 0 
happy to render.’ 

“Miss Tomkinson, where we next called, did not 
strike me as remarkably requiring protection from 
any man. She was a tall, gaunt, masculine-looking 
woman, with an air of defiance about her, naturally ; 
this, however, she softened and mitigated, as far as 
she was able, in fayor of Mr. Morgan. He, it seemed 
to me, stood a little in awe of the lady, who was 
very brusque and plain-spoken, and evidently piqued 
herself on her decision of character and sincerity 
of speech. 

“So, this is the Mr. Harrison we have heard so 
much of from you, Mr. Morgan? I must say, from 
what I had heard, that I had expected something a 
little more—hum—hum! But he’s young yet; he’s 
young. We have been all anticipating an Apollo, 
Mr. Harrison, from Mr. Morgan’s desvription, and 
an Aisculapius combined in one; or, perhaps, I might 
confine myself to saying Apollo, as he, I betieve, 
was the god of medicine!’ 

“How could Mr. Morgan have described me with- 
out seeing me? I asked myself. 

“Miss Tomkinson put on her spectacles, and ad- 
justed them on her Roman nose. Suddenly relax. 
ing from her severity of inspection, she said to Mr 
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Morgan—‘But you must see Caroline. I had nearly 
forgotten it; she is busy with the girls, but I will 
send for her. See had a bad headache yesterday, 
and looked yery pale; it made me very uncomfort- 
able.’ 

“She rang the bell, and desired the servant to 
fetch Miss Caroline. 

“Miss Caroline was the younger sister—younger 
by twenty years; and so considered as a child by 
Miss Tomkinson, who was fifty-five, at the very 
least. If she was considered as a child, she was 
also petted, and caressed, and cared for as a child; 
for she had been left as a baby to the charge of her 
elder sister; and when the father died, and they had 
to set up a school, Miss Tomkinson took upon her- 
self every difficult arrangement, and denied herself 
every pleasure, and made every sacrifice in order 
that ‘Carry’ might not feel the change in their cir- 
cumstances. My wife tells me she once knew the 
sisters purchase a piece of silk, enough, with ma- 
nagement, to have made two gowns; but Carry 
wished for flounces, or some such fal-lals; and, with- 
out a word, Miss Tomkinson gave up her gown to 
have the whole made up as Carry wished, into one 
handsome one; and wore an old shabby affair her- 
self as cheerfully as if it were Genoa velvet. That 
tells the sort of relationship between the sisters as 
well as anything, and I consider myself very good 
to name it thus early, for it was long before I found 
out Miss Tomkinson’s real goodness; and we had a 
great «juarrel first. Miss Caroline looked very deli- 
cate and die-away when she came in; she was as 
soft and sentimental as Miss Tomkinson was hard 
and niasculine; and had a way of saying, ‘Oh, sis- 
ter, how can you?’ at Miss Tomkinson’s startling 
speeches, which I never liked—especially as it was 
accompanied by a sort of protesting look at the com- 
pany present, as if she wished to have it understood 
that she was shocked at her sister’s outré manners. 
Now, that was not faithful between sisters. A re- 
monstrance in private might have done good— 
though, for my own part, I have grown to like Miss 
Tonkinson’s speeches and ways; but I don’t like 
the way some people have of separating themselves 
from what may be unpopular in their relations. I 
knew I spoke rather shortly to Miss Caroline when 
she asked me whether I could bear the change from 
‘the great metropolis’ to a little country village. In 
the first place, why could not she call it ‘London,’ 
or ‘town,’ and have done with it? And in the next 
place, why should she not love the place that was 
her home well enough to fancy that every one would 
like it when they came to know it as well as she 
did? 

“T was conscious I was rather abrupt in my con- 
versation with her, and I saw that Mr. Morgan was 
watching me, though he pretended to be listening 
tv Miss Tomkinson’s whispered account of her sis- 
ter’s symptoms. But when we were once more in 
ihe street, he began, ‘My dear young friend’—— 
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“T winced ; forall the morning I had noticed that 
when he was going to give a little unpalatable ad- 
vice, he always began with ‘ My dear young friend.’ 
He had done so about the horse. 

“ «My dear young friend, there are one or two 
hints I should like to give you about your manner. 
The great Sir Hverard Home used to say, “a gene- 
ral practitioner should either have avery good man- 
ner, or a very bad one.” Now, in the latter case, he 
must be possessed of talents and acquirements sufli- 
cient to insure his being sought after, whatever his 
manner might be. But the rudeness will give noto- 
riety to these qualifications. Abernethy is a case in 
point. I rather, myself, question the taste of bad 
manners. I, therefore, have studied to acquire an 
attentive, anxious politeness, which combines ease 
and grace with a tender regard and interest. I am 
not aware whether I have sueceeded—few men do— 
in coming up to my ideal; but I recommend you to 
strive after this manner, peculiarly befitting our 
profession. Identify yourself with your patients, 
my dear sir. You have sympathy in your good 
heart, I am sure, to really feel pain when listening 
to their account of their sufferings, and it soothes 
them to see the expression of this feeling in your 
manner. It is, in fact, sir, manners that make the 
man in our profession. I don’t set myself up as an 
example, far from it; but——This is Mr. Hutton’s, 
our vicar; one of the servants is indisposed, and I 
shall be glad of the opportunity of introducing you. 
We can resume our conversation at another time.’ 

“T had not been aware that we had been holding 
a conversation, in which, I believe, the assistance 
of two persons is required. Why had not Mr. Hut- 
ton sent to ask after my health the evening before, 
according to the custom of the place? I felt rather 
offended, 


CHAPTER III 


“Tue vicarage was on the north side of tho street, 
at the end opening towards the hills. It was along, 
low house, receding behind its neighbors; a court 
was between the door and the street, with a flag 
walk and an old stone cistern on the right-hand side 
of the door; Solomon’s seal growing under the win- 
dows. Some one was watching from behind the 
window-curtain ; for the door opened, as if by ma- 
gic, as soon as we reached it; and we entered a low 
room, which served as a hall, and was matted all 
over, with deep, old-fashioned window-seats, and 
Dutch tiles in the fireplace ; altogether, it was very 
cool and refreshing, after the hot sun in the white 
and red street. 

“«Bessy is not so well, Mr. Morgan,’ said the 
sweet little girl of eleven or so, who had opened the 
door. ‘Sophy wanted to send for you; but papa 
said he was sure you would come soon this morning, 
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and we were to remember that there were other sick 
people wanting you.’ 

«“ «Here ’s Mr. Morgan, Sophy,’ said she, opening 
the door into an inner room, to which we descended 
a step, as I remember well; for I was nearly falling 
down it, I was so caught by the picture within. It 
was like a picture; at least, seen through the door 
frame. A sort of mixture of crimson and sea-green 
in the room, and a sunny garden beyond; a very 
low casement window, open to the amber air; clus- 
ters of white roses peeping in, and Sophy sitting on 
a cushion on the ground, the light coming from 
above on her head, and a little, sturdy, round-eyed 
brother kneeling by her, to whom she was teaching 
the alphabet. It was a mighty relief to him when 
we came in, as I could see; and I am much mis- 
taken if he was easily caught again to say his les- 
son, when he was once sent off to find papa. Sophy 
rose quietly, and of course we were just introduced, 
and that was all, before she took Mr. Morgan up 
stairs to see her sick servant. I was left to myself 
in the room. It looked so like a home, that it at 
once made mo know the full charm of the word. 
There were books and work about, and tokens of 
employment: there was a child’s plaything on the 
floor; and against the sea-green walls there hung a 
likeness or two, done in water colors: one, I was 
sure, was that of Sophy’s mother. The chairs and 
sofa were covered with chintz, the same as the 
curtains—a little pretty red rose on a white ground. 
I don’t know where the crimson came from, but I 
am sure there was crimson somewhere; perhaps in 
the carpet. There was a glass door besides the 
window, and you went up a step into the garden. 
This was first, a grass plot, just under the windows, 
and beyond that, straight gravel walks, with box- 
borders and narrow flower-beds on each side, most 
brilliant and gay ‘at the end of August, as it was 
then; and behind the flower-borders were fruit trees, 
trained over woodwork, so as to shut out the beds 
of kitchen-garden within. 

“While I was looking round, a gentleman came 
in, who, I was sure, was the vicar. It was rather 
awkward, for I had to account for my presence 
there. 

“¢T came with Mr. Morgan; my name is Harri- 
son,’ said I, bowing. I could see he was not much 
enlightened by this explanation; but we sat down 
and talked about the time of year, or some such 
matter, till Sophy and Mr. Morgan came back. 
Then I saw Mr. Morgan to advantage. Witha man 
whom he respected, as he did the vicar, he lost the 
prim artificial manner he had in general, and was 
calm and, dignified; but not so dignified as the 
vicar. I never saw anyone like him. He was very 
quiet and reserved, almost absent at times; his per- 
sonal appearance was not striking; but he was, alto- 
gether, a man you would talk to with your hat off 
wherever you met him. It was his character that 
produced this effect—character that henever thought 


about, but that appeared in every word, and look, 
and motion. 

“ Sophy,’ said he, ‘ Mr. Morgan looks very warm; 
could you not gather a few jargonelle pears off the 
south wall? I fancy there are some ripe there. 
Our jargonelle pears are remarkably early this 
year.’ 

“Sophy went into the sunny garden, and I saw 
her take a rake and tilt at the pears, which were 
above her reach, apparently. The parlor had be- 
come chilly—I found out afterwards it had a flag 
floor, which accounts for its coldness—and I thought 
I should like to go into the warm sun. I said I 
would go and help the young lady; and, without 
waiting for an answer, I went into the warm, scent- 
ed garden, where the bees were rifling the flowers, 
and making a continual busy sound. I think Sophy 
had begun to despair of getting tho fruit, and was 
glad of my assistance. I thought I was very sense- 
less to have knocked them down so soon, when I 
found we were to go in as soon as they were ga- 
thered, I should have liked to have walked round 
the garden, but Sophy walked straight off with the 
pears, and I could do nothing but follow her. She 
took up her needlework while we ate them: they were 
very soon finished, and, when the vicar had ended 
his conversation with Mr. Morgan about some poor 
people, we rosc up to come away. I was thankful 
that Mr. Morgan had said so little about me. I 
could not have endured that he should have intro- 
duced Sir Astley Cooper or Sir Robert Peel at the 
vicarage ; nor yet could I have brooked much men- 
tion of my ‘great opportunities for acquiring a tho- 
rough knowledge of my profession,’ which I had 
heard him descrihe to Miss Tomkinson, while her 
sister was talking to me. Luckily, however, he 
spared me all this at the vicar’s. When we left, it 
was time to mount our horses and go the country 
rounds, and I was glad of it. 


CHAPTER IV. 


“ By and by, the inhabitants of Duncombe began 
to have parties in my honor. Mr. Morgan told me 
it was on my account, or I don’t think I should have 
found it out. But he was pleased at every fresh in- 
vitation, and rubbed his hands, and chuckled, as if 
it was a compliment to himself, as in truth it was. 

“ Meanwhile, the arrangement with Mrs. Rose had 
been brought to a conclusion, She was to bring her 
furniture, and place it in a house of which I was to 
pay the rent. She was to be the mistress, and, in 
return, she was not to pay anything for her board. 
Mr. Morgan took the house, and delighted in advis- 
ing, and settling all my affairs. I was partly indo- 
lent, and partly amused, and was altogether passive. 
The house he took for me was near his own: it had 
two sitting-rooms down stairs, opening into each 
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other by folding-doors, which were, however, kept 
shut in general. The back room was my consult- 
ing-room—‘the library,’ he advised me to call it; 
and gave me a skull to put on the top of my book- 
case, in which the medical books were all ranged on 
the conspicuous shelves; while Miss Austen, Dick- 
ens, and Thackeray were, by Mr. Morgan himself, 
skillfully placed in a careless way, upside down, or 
with their backs turned to the wall. The front par- 
lor was to be the dining-room, and the room above 
was furnished with Mrs. Rose’s drawing-room chairs 
and table, though I found she preferred sitting 
down stairs in the dining-room, close to the window, 
where, between every stitch, she could look up and 
see what was going on in the street. I felt rather 
queer to be the master of this house, filled with an- 
other person’s furniture, before I had even seen the 
lady whose property it was. 

“ Presently, she arrived. Mr. Morgan met her at 
the inn where the coach stopped, and accompanied 
her to my house. I could see them out of the draw- 
ing-room window, the little gentleman stepping 
daintily along, flourishing his cane, and evidently 
talking away. She was a little taller than he was, 
and in deep widow’s mourning; such veils and 
falls, and capes and cloaks, that she looked like a 
black erape hay-cock. When we were introduced, 
she put up her thick veil, and looked around, and 
sighed. 

“*Your appearance and circumstances, Mr. Har- 
rison, remind me forcibly of the time when I was 
married to my dear husband, now at rest. He was 
then, like you, commencing practice as a surgeon. 
For twenty years I sympathized with him, and as- 
sisted him by every means in my power, even to 
making up pills when the young man was out. May 
we live together in like harmony for an equal length 
of time! May the regard between us be equally 
sincere, although, instead of being conjugal, it is to 
be maternal and filial !’ 

“T am sure she had been concocting this speech 
in the coach, for she afterwards told me she was the 
only passenger. When she had ended, I felt as if I 
ought to have had a glass of wine in my hand to 
drink, after the manner of toasts. And yet I doubt 
if I should have done it heartily, for I did not hope 
to live with her for twenty years; it had rather a 
dreary sound. However, I only bowed, and kept 
my thoughts to myself. I asked Mr. Morgan, while 
Mrs. Rose was up stairs taking off her things, to 
stay to tea; to which he agreed, and kept rubbing 
his hands with satisfaction, saying— 

“*Very fine woman, sir; very fine woman! And 
what a manner! How she will receive patients, who 
may wish to leave a message during your absence! 
Such a flow of words, to be sure !’ 

“Mr. Morgan could not stay long after tea, as 
there were one or two cases to be seen. I would 
willingly have gone, and had my hat on, indeed, for 
the purpose, when he said it would not be respectful, 
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‘not the thing,’ to leave Mrs. Rose the first evening 
of her arrival. 

“Tender deference to the sex—to a widow in the 
first months of her loneliness—requires this little 
consideration, my dear sir. I will leave that case 
at Miss Tomkinson’s for you; you will perhaps call 
early to-morrow morning. Miss Tomkinson is 
rather particular, and is apt te speak plainly if she 
does not think herself properly attended to.’ 

“T had often noticed that he shuffled off the visits 
to Miss Tomkinson’s on me, and I suspect he was 
a little afraid of the lady. 

“Tt was rather a long evening with Mrs. Rose. 
She had nothing to do, thinking it civil, I suppose, 
to stop in the parlor, and not to go up stairs and un- 
pack. I begged I might be no restraint upon her, 
if she wished to do so; but—rather to my disap- 
pointment—she smiled in a measured, subdued way, 
and said it would be a pleasure to her to become 
better acquainted with me. She went up stairs 
once, and my heart misgave me when I saw her 
come down with a clean folded pocket-handkerchief. 
Oh, my prophetic soul !—she was no sooner seated 
than she began to give me an account of her late 
husband's illness, and symptoms, and death. It was 
a very common case, but she evidently seemed to 
think it had been peculiar. She had just a smatter- 
ing of medical knowledge, and used the technical 
terms so very mal-dpropos that I could hardly keep 
from smiling ; but I would not have done it for the 
world, she was evidently in such deep and sincere 
distress. At last, she said— 

“*T have the “dognoses” of my dear husband’s 
complaint in my desk, Mr. Harrison, if you would 
like to draw up the case for the “ Lancet.” I think 
he would have felt gratified, poor fellow, if he had 
been told such a compliment would be paid to his 
remains, and that his case should appear in those 
distinguished columns.’ 

“Tt was rather awkward ; for the case was of the 
very commonest, as I said before. However, I had 
not been even this short time in practice without 
having learnt a few of those noises which do not 
compromise one, and yet may bear avery significant 
construction if the listener chooses to exert a little 
imagination. 

“Before the end of the evening, we were such 
friends that she brought me down the late Mr. 
Rose’s picture to look at. She told me she could not 
bear, herself, to gaze upon the beloved features; 
but that, if I would look upon the miniature, she 
would avert her face. I offered to take it into my 
own hands, but she seemed wounded at the propo- 
sal, and said she never, never could trust such a 
treasure’ out of her own possession ; so she turned 
her head very much over her left shoulder, while I 
examined the likeness held by her extended right 
arm. 

“The late Mr. Rose must haye been rather a 
good-looking jolly man; and the artist had givon 


380 


him such a broad smile, and such a twinkle about 
the eyes, that it really was hard to help smiling 
back at him. However, I restrained myself. 

“ At first, Mrs. Rose objected to accepting any of 
the invitations which were sent her to accompany 
me to the tea-parties in the town. She was so good 
and simple, that I was sure she had no other reason 
than the one which she alleged—tie short time that 
had elapsed since her husband’s death; or else, now 
that I had had some experience of the entertain- 
ments which she declined so pertinaciously, I might 
have suspected that she was glad of the excuse. I 
used sometimes to wish that I was a widow. I 
came home tired from a hard day’s riding, and, if I 
had but felt sure that Mr. Morgan would not come 
in, I should certainly have put on my slippers and 
my loose morning-coat, and have indulged in a 
cigar in the garden. It seemed a cruel sacrifice to 
society to dress myself in tight boots, and a stiff 
coat, and go to a five o'clock tea. But Mr. Morgan 
read me such lectures upon the necessity of culti- 
yating the good will of the people among whom I 
was settled, and seemed so sorry, and almost hurt, 
when I once complained of the dullness of these 
parties, that I felt I could not be so selfish as to de- 
cline more than one out of three. Mr. Morgan, if 
he found that I had an invitation for the evening, 
would often take the longer round, and the more 
distant visits. I suspected him at first of the design, 
which I confess I often entertained, of shirking the 
parties; but I soon found out he was really making 
a sacrifice of his inclinations for what he considered 
to be my advantage. 


CHAPTER YV. 


“THERE was one invitation which seemed to pro- 
mise a good deal of pleasure. Mr. Bullock—who is 
the attorney of Duncombe—was married a second 
time to a lady from a large provincial town; she 
wished to lead the fashion—a thing very easy to do, 
for every one was willing to follow her. So, instead 
of giving a tea-party in my honor, she proposed a 
picnic to some old hall in the neighborhood; and 
really the arrangements sounded tempting enough. 
Every patient we had seemed full of the subject; 
both those who were invited and those who were not. 
There was a moat round the house, with a boat on 
it; and there was a gallery in the hall, from which 
music sounded delightfully. The family to whom 
the place belonged were abroad, and lived at a new- 
er and grander mansion when they were at home; 
there were only a farmer and his wife in the old 
hall, and they were to have the eharge of the pre- 
parations. The little kind-hearted town was de- 
lighted when the sun shone bright on the October 
morning of our picnic; the shopkeepers and cot- 
tagers all looked pleased as they saw the eavaleade 
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gathering at Mr, Bullock’s door. We were some- 
where about twenty in number; a ‘silent few,’ she 
called us; but I thought we were quite enough. 
There were the Miss Tomkinsons, and two of their 
young ladies—one of them belonged to a ‘ county 
family,’ Mrs. Bullock told me, in a whisper; then 
came Mr. and Mrs. and Miss Bullock, and a tribe 
of little children, the offspring of the present wife. 
Miss Bullock was only a stepdaughter. Mrs. Mun- 
ton had accepted the invitation to join our party, 
which was rather unexpected by the host and host- 
ess, I imagine, from little remarks that I overheard ; 
but they made her very welcome. Miss Horsman— 
a maiden lady who had been on a visit from home 
till last week—was another. Aud last, there were 
the vicar and his children. These, with Mr. Mor- 
gan and myself, made up the party. I was very 
much pleased to see something more of the vicar’s 
family. He had come in occasionally to the even- 
ing parties, it is true, and spoken kindly to us all ; 
but it was not his habit to stay very long at them. 
And his daughter was, he said, too young to visit. 
She had had the charge of her little sisters and bro- 
ther since her mother’s death, which took up a good 
deal of her time, and she was glad of the evenings 
to pursue her own studies, But to-day the case was 
different; and Sophy, and Ellen, and Lizzie, and 
even little Walter, were all there, standing at Mrs. 
Bullock’s door; for we none of us could be patient 
enough to sit still in the parlor, with Mrs. Munton 
and the elder ones, quietly waiting for the two 
chaises and the spring-cart, which were to have been 
there by two o’clock, and now it was nearly a quarter 
past. ‘Shameful! the brightness of the day would 
be gone.’ The sympathetic shopkeepers, standing 
at their respective doors with their hands in their 
pockets, had, one and all, their heads turned in the 
direction from which the earriages—as Mrs. Bullock 
called them—were to come. There was a rumble. 
along the paved street; and the shopkeepers turned 
and smiled, and bowed their heads congratulatingly 
to us; all the mothers and all the little children of 
the place stood clustering round the doors to see us 
set off. I had my horse waiting; and, meanwhile, 
I assisted people into their vehicles. One sees a 
good deal of management on such occasions. Mrs, 
Munton was handed first into one of the chaises ; 
then there was a little hanging back, for most of the 
young people wished to go in the cart; I don’t 
know why. Miss Horsman, however, came forward, 
and, as she was known to be the intimate friend of 
Mrs. Munton, so far was satisfactory. But who was 
to be third ?—bodkin with two old ladies, who liked 
the windows shut? Isaw Sophyspeaking to Ellen ; 
and then she came forward and offered to be the 
third. The two old ladies looked pleased and glad 
—as every one did near Sophy—so that chaise full 
was arranged. Just as it was going off, however, 
the servant from the vicarage came running with a 
note for her master. When he had read it, he went 
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to the chaise-door, and I suppose told Sophy, what 
I afterwards heard him say to Mrs, Bullock, that the 
clergyman of a neighboring parish was ill, and un- 
able to read the funeral-service for one of his parish- 
ioners who was to be buried that afternoon. The 
vicar was, of course, obliged to go, and said he 
should not return home that night. It seemed a 
relief to some, I perceived, to be without the little 
restraint of his dignified presence. Mr. Morgan 
came up just at the moment, having ridden hard all 
the morning to be in time to join our party; so we 
were resigned, on the whole, to the vicar’s absence. 
His own family regretted him the most, I noticed, 
and I liked them all the better for it. I believe that 
I came next in being sorry for his departure; but I 
respected and admired him, and felt always the bet- 
ter for having been in hiscompany. Miss Tomkin- 
son, Mrs. Bullock, and the ‘ county’ young lady were 
in the next chaise. I think the last would rather 
have been in the cart with the younger and merrier 
set, but I imagine that was considered infra dig. 
The remainder of the party were to ride and tie; 
and a most riotous, laughing set they were. Mr. 
Morgan and I were on horseback; at least, I led 
my horse, with little Walter riding on him ; his fat, 
sturdy legs standing stiff out on each side of my 
cob’s broad back. He was a little darling, and chat- 
tered all the way, his sister Sophy being the heroine 
of all his stories. I found he owed this day’s excur- 
sion entirely to her begging papa to let him come ; 
nurse was strongly against it—‘ cross old nurse !’ he 
called her once, and then said, ‘ No, not cross; kind 
nurse; Sophy tells Walter not to say cross nurse.’ 
I never saw so young a child so brave. The horse 
shied at a log of wood. Walter looked very red, and 
grasped the mane, but sat upright like a little man, 
and never spoke all the time the horse was dancing. 
When it was over, he looked at me, and smiled— 

“¢You would not let me be hurt, Mr. Harrison, 
would you? He was the most winning little fellow 
T ever saw. 

“There were frequent cries to me from the cart, 
“Oh, Mr. Harrison! do get us that branch of black- 
berries; you can reach it with your whip-handle.’ 
‘Oh, Mr. Harrison! there were such splendid nuts 
on the other side of that hedge ; would you just turn 
back for them?’ Miss Caroline Tomkinson was 
once or twice rather faint with the motion of the 
cart, and asked me for my smelling-bottle, as she 
had forgotten hers. I was amused at the ides of 
my carrying such articles about with me. Thenshe 
thought she should like to walk, and got out, and 
came on my side of the road; but I found little 
Walter the pleasanter companion, and soon set the 
horse off into a trot, with which pace her tender 
constitution could not keep up. 

“The road to the old hall was along a sandy lane, 
with high hedge-banks ; the wych-elms almost met 
overhead. ‘Shocking farming!’ Mr. Bullock called 
out; and so it might be, but it was very pleasant 
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and picturesque-looking. The trees were gorgeous, 
in their orange and crimson hues, varied by great 
dark-green holly bushes, glistening in the autumn 
sun. I should have thought the colors too vivid, if 
I had seen them in a picture, especially when we 
wound up the brow, after crossing the little bridge 
over the brook—what laughing and screaming there 
was as the cart splashed through the sparkling wa- 
ter !—and I caught the purple hills beyond. We 
could see the old hall, too, from that point, with its 
warm, rich woods billowing up behind, and the blue 
waters of the moat lying still under tho sunlight. 

“ Laughing and talking is very hungry work, and 
there was a universal petition for dinner when we 
arrived at the lawn before the hall, where it had 
been arranged that we were to dine. I saw Miss 
Carry take Miss Tomkinson aside, and whisper to 
her; and presently the elder sister came up to me, 
where I was busy, rather apart, making a seat of 
hay, which I had fetched from the farmer’s loft for 
my little friend Walter, who, I had noticed, was 
rather hoarse, and for whom I was afraid of a seat 
on the grass, dry as it appeared to be. 

“Mr, Harrison, Caroline tells me she has been 
feeling very faint, and she is afraid of a return of 
one of her attacks. She says she has more confi- 
dence in your medical powers than in Mr. Morgan’s. 
I should not be sincere if I did not say that I differ 
from her; but, as it is so, may I beg you to keep an 
eye upon her? TI tell her she had better not have 
come if she did not feel well; but, poor girl, she 
had set her heart upon this day’s pleasure. I have 
offered to go home with her; but she says, if she 
can only feel sure you are at hand, she would rather 
stay.’ 

“ Of course, I bowed, and promised all due attend- 
ance on Miss Caroline; and in the mean time, until 
she did require my services, I thought I might as 
well go and help the vicar’s daughter, who looked 
so fresh and pretty, in her white muslin dress, here, 
there, and everywhere, now in the sunshine, now in 
the green shade, helping every one to be comfortable, 
and thinking of every one but herself. 

“ Presently Mr. Morgan came up. 

«« « Miss Caroline does not feel quite well. 
promised your services to her sister.’ 

“So have I, sir. But Miss Sophy cannot carry 
this heavy basket.’ 

“T did not mean her to have heard this excuse; 
but she caught it up and said— 

“Oh, yes I can! I can take things out one by 
one. Go to poor Miss Caroline, pray, Mr. Harrison.’ 

“JT went; but very unwillingly, I must say. 
When I had once seated myself by her, I think she 
must have felt better. It was, probably, only a 
nervous fear, which was relieved when she knew 
she had assistance near at hand; for she made a 
capital dinner. I thought she would never end her 
modest requests for ‘just a little more pigeon-pie, 
or a merry-thought of chicken.’ Such a hearty 
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meal would, I hoped, effectually revive her, and so 
it did; for she told me she thought she could manage 
to walk round the garden, and see the old peacock 
yews, if I would kindly give her my arm. It was 
very provoking; I had so set my heart upon being 
with the vicar’s children. I advised Miss Caroline 
strongly to lie down a little and rest before tea, on 
the sofa in the farmer’s kitchen ; you cannot think 
how persuasively I begged her to take care of her- 
self. At last she consented, thanking me for my 
tender interest; she should never forget my kind 
attention to her, She little knew what was in my 
mind at the time. However, she was safely con- 
signed to the farmer’s wife, and I was rushing out 
in search of a white gown and a waving figure, when 
I encountered Mrs. Bullock at the door of the hall. 
She was a fine, fierce-looking woman. I thought 
she had appeared a little displeased at my (unwill- 
ing) attentions to Miss Caroline at dinner-time; but 
now, seeing me alone, she was all smiles. 

‘Oh, Mr. Harrison, all alone! How is that? 
What are the young ladies about to allow such 
churlishness? And, by the way, I have lefta young 
lady who will be very glad of your assistance, I am 
sure—my daughter, Jemima (her step-daughter, she 
meant). Mr, Bullock is so particular, and so tender 
a father, that he would be frightened to death at the 
idea of her going into the boat on the moat unless 
she was with some one who could swim. He is gone 
to discuss the new wheel-plough with the farmer— 
(you know agriculture is his hobby, although law, 
horrid law, is his business). But the poor girl is 
pining on the bank, longing for my permission to 
join the others, which I dare not give, unless you 
will kindly accompany her, and promise if any acci- 
dent happens, to preserve her safe.’ 

“Oh, Sophy, why svas no one anxious about you? 


CHAPTER VI. 


“Miss Buttock was standing by the water-side, 
looking wistfully, as I thought, at the water party ; 
the sound of whose merry laughter came pleasantly 
enough from the boat which lay off (for, indeed, no 
one knew how to row, and she was of a clumsy fiat- 
bottomed build) about a hundred yards, ‘ weather- 
bound,’ as they shouted out, among the long stalks 
of the water-lilies. 

“Miss Bullock did not look up till I came close 
to her; and then, when I told her my errand, she 
lifted up her great heavy, sad eyes, and looked at 
me for a moment. It struck me, at the time, that 
she expected to find some expression on my face 
which was not there, and that its absence was a 
relief to her. She was avery pale, unhappy-looking 
girl, but very quiet, and, if not agreeable in manner, 
at any rate not forward or offensive. I called to the 
party in the boat, and they came slowly enough 


through the large, cool, green lily-leaves towards 
us. When they got near, we saw there was no room 
for us, and Miss Bullock said she would rather stay 
in the meadow and saunter about, if I would go into 
the boat; and I am certain from the look on her 
countenance that she spoke the truth; but Miss 
Horsman called out in a sharp voice, while she 
smiled in a very disagreeable knowing way. 

“Oh, mamma will be displeased if you don’t 
come in, Miss Bullock, after all her trouble in mak- 
ing such a nice arrangement.’ 

“At this speech the poor girl hesitated, and at 
last, in an undecided way, as if she was not sure 
whether she was doing right, she took Sophy’s place 
in the boat. Helen and Lizzie landed with their 
sister, so that there was plenty of room for Miss 
Tomkinson, Miss Horsman, and all the little Bul- 
locks ; and the three vicarage girls went off strolling 
along the meadow side, and playing with Walter, 
who was in a high state of excitement. The sun 
was getting low, but the declining light was beauti- 
ful upon the water; and, to add to the charm of the 
time, Sophy and her sisters, standing on the green 
lawn in front of the hall, struck up the little German 
canon, which I had never heard before— 


*Oh wie wohl ist mir am abend, &c. 


At last we were summoned to tug the boat to the 
landing-steps on the lawn, tea and a blazing wool 
fire being ready for us in the hall. I was offering 
my arm to Miss Horsman, as she was a little lame, 
when she said again, in her peculiar disagreeable 
way, ‘Had you not better take Miss Bullock, Mr. 
Harrison? It will be more satisfactory.’ 

“T helped Miss Horsman up the steps, however, 
and then she repeated her advice ; so, remembering 
that Miss Bullock was in fact the daughter of my 
entertainers, I went to her; but though she accepted 
my arm, I could perceive she was sorry that I had 
offered it. 

“The hall was lighted by the glorious wood fire 
in the wide old grate; the daylight was dying away 
in the west; and the large windows admitted but 
little of what was left, through their small leaded 
frames, with coats of arms emblazoned upon them. 
The farmer’s wife had set out a great long table, 
which was piled with good things; and a huge black 
kettle sang on the glowing fire, which sent a cheer- 
ful warmth through the room as it crackled and 
blazed. Mr. Morgan (who I found had been taking 
a little round in the neighborhood among his pa- 
tients) was there, smiling and rubbing his hands as 
usual. Mr. Bullock was holding a conversation with 
the farmer at the garden door on the nature of 
different manures, in which it struck me that if Mr, 
Bullock had the fine names and the theories on his 
side, the farmer had all the practical knowledge and 
the experience, and I knew which I would have 
trusted. I think Mr. Bullock rather liked to talk 
about Liebig in my hearing; it sounded well, and 
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was knowing. Mrs. Bullock was not particularly 
placid in her mood. In the first place, I wanted to 
sit by the vicar’s daughter, and Miss Caroline as 
decidedly wanted to sit on my other side, being 
afraid of her fainting fits, I imagine. But Mrs. 
Bullock called me to a place near her daughter. 
Now I thought I had done enough civility to a girl 
who was evidently annoyed, rather than pleased by 
my attentions, and I pretended to be busy stooping 
under the table for Miss Caroline’s gloves, which 
were missing; but it was of no avail; Mrs. Bullock's 
fine severe eyes were awaiting my re-appearance, 
and she summoned me again. 

“ ¢T am keeping this place on my right hand for 
you, Mr. Harrison. Jemima, sit still !’ 

“T went up to the post of honor, and tried to busy 
myself with pouring out coffee to hide my chagrin ; 
but after forgetting to empty the water put in (‘to 
warm the cups,’ Mrs. Bullock said), and omitting to 
add any sugar, the lady told me she would dispense 
with my services, and turn me over to my neighbor 
on the other side. 

“<Talking to the younger lady was, no doubt, 
more Mr. Harrison’s vocation than assisting the 
elder one.’ I dare say it was only the manner that 
made the words seem offensive. Miss Horsman sat 
opposite to me, smiling away. Miss Bullock did 
not speak, but seemed more depressed than ever. 
At length Miss Horsman and Mrs. Bullock got to 
a war of innuendoes, which were completely unintel- 
ligible to me; and I was very much displeased with 
my situation. While at the bottom of the table, Mr. 
Morgan and Mr. Bullock were making the young 
ones laugh most heartily. Part of the joke was Mr. 
Morgan’s insisting upon making tea at that end; 
and Sophy and Helen were busy contriving every 
possible mistake for him. I thought honor was a 
very good thing, but merriment a better. Here was 
I in the place of distinction, hearing nothing but 
cross words. At last the time came for us to go 
home. As the evening was damp, the seats in the 
chaises were the best and most to be desired. And 
now Sophy offered to go in the cart; only she seemed 
anxious, and so was I, that Walter should be secured 
from the effects of the white wreaths of fog rolling 
up from the valley; but the little, violent, affectionate 
fellow would not be separated from Sophy. She 
made a nest for him on her knee in one corner of 
the cart, and covered him with her own shawl; 
and I hoped that he would take no harm. Miss 
Tomkinson, Mr. Bullock, and some of the young 
ones walked; but I seemed chained to the windows 
of the chaise, for Miss Caroline begged me not to 
leave her, as she was dreadfully afraid of robbers; 
and Mrs. Bullock implored me to see that the man 
did not overturn them in the bad roads, as he had 
certainly had too much to drink. 

“Thecame so irritable, before I reached home, that 
I thought it was the most disagreeable day of plea- 
sure I had ever had, and could hardly bear to an- 
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swer Mrs. Rose’s never-ending questions. She told 
me, however, that from my account the day was so 
charming that she thought she should relax in the 
rigor of her seclusion, and mingle a little more in 
the society of which I gave so tempting a descrip- 
tion. She really thought her dear Mr. Rose would 
have wished it; and his will should be law to her 
after his death, as it had ever been during his life. 
In compliance, therefore, with his wishes, she would 
even do a little violence to her own feelings. 

“She was very good and kind; not merely atten- 
tive to everything which she thought could conduce 
to my comfort, but willing to take any trouble in 
providing the broths and nourishing food which I 
often found it convenient to order, under the name 
of kitchen-physic, for my poorer patients; and I 
really did not see the use of her shutting herself up, 
in mere compliance with an etiquette, when she 
began to wish to mix in the little quiet society of 
Duncombe. Accordingly I urged her to begin to 
visit, and even when applied to as to what I ima- 
gined the late Mr. Rose’s wishes on that subject 
would have been, answered for that worthy gentle- 
man, and assured his widow that I was convinced he 
would have regretted deeply her giving way to im- 
moderate grief, and would have been rather grateful 
than otherwise at seeing her endeayor to divert her 
thoughts by a few quiet visits. She cheered up, and 
said, ‘as I really thought so, she would sacrifice her 
own inclinations, and accept the very next invitation 
that came.’ 


CHAPTER VII. 


“Twas roused from my sleep in the middle of 
the night by a messenger from the vicarage. Little 
Walter had got the croup, and Mr. Morgan had been 
sent for into the country. I dressed myself hastily, 
and went through the quiet little street. There was 
a light burning up stairs at the vicarage. It was in 
the nursery. The servant, who opened the door tho 
instant I knocked, was erying sadly, and could hard- 
ly answer my inquiries as I went up stairs, two steps 
at a time, to see my little favorite. 

“The nursery was a great large room. At the 
farther end it was lighted by a common candle, which 
left the other end, where the door was, in shade, so 
I suppose the nurse did not see me come in, for sho 
was speaking very crossly. 

“¢Miss Sophy! said she, ‘I told you over and 
over again it was not fit for him to go, with the 
hoarseness that he had, and you would take him. 
It will break your papa’s heart, I know; but it’s 
none of my doing.’ 

“Whatever Sophy felt, she did not speak in an- 
swer to this. She was on her knees by the warm 
bath, in which the little fellow was struggling to get 
his breath, with a look of terror on his face that I 
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have often noticed in young children when smitten 
by a sudden and violent illness. It seems as if they 
recognized something infinite and invisible, at whose 
bidding the pain and the anguish come, from which 
no love can shield them. It is a yery heart-rending 
look to observe, because it comes on the faces of 
those who are too young to receive comfort from the 
words of faith, or the promises of religion. Walter 
had his arms tight round Sophy’s neck, as if she, 
hitherto his paradise-angel, could save him from the 
dread shadow of Death. Yes! of Death! I knelt 
down by him on the other side, and examined him. 
The very robustness of his little frame gave violence 
to the disease, which is always one of the most fear- 
ful by which children of his age can be attacked. 

“<Don’t tremble, Watty,’ said Sophy, in a sooth- 
ing tone; ‘it’s Mr. Harrison, darling, who let you 
ride on his horse.’ I could detect the quivering in 
the voice, which she tried to make so calm and soft 
to quiet the little fellow’s fears. We took him out 
of the bath, and I went for leeches. While I was 
away, Mr. Morgan came. He loved the vicarage 
children as if he were their uncle; but he stood still 
and aghast at the sight of Walter—so lately bright 
and strong—and now hurrying alone to the awful 
change—to the silent mysterious land where, tended 
and cared for as he had been on earth, he must go— 
alone. The little fellow! the darling! 

“We applied the leeches to his throat. He resist- 
ed at first; but Sophy, God bless her, put the agony 
of her grief on one side, and thought only of him, 
and began to sing the little songs he loved. We 
were all still, The gardener had gone to fetch the 
vicar; but he was twelve miles off, and we doubted 
if he would come in time. I don’t know if they 
had any hope; but the first moment Mr. Morgan’s 
eyes met mine, I saw that he, like me, had none, 
Tho ticking of the house-clock sounded through the 
dark quiet house. Walter was sleeping now, with 
the black leeches yet hanging to his fair, white 
throat. Still Sophy went on singing little lullabies, 
which she had sung under far different and happier 
circumstances. I remember one verse, because it 
struck me at the time as strangely applicable. 


Sleep, baby, sleep! 
‘Thy rest shall angels keep; 
While on the grass the lamb shall feed, 
And never suffer want or need. 
Sleep, baby, sleep’ 


The tears were in Mr. Morgan’s eyes. I do not 
think either he or I could have spoken in our natu- 
ral tones; but the brave girl went on, clear though 
low. She stopped at last, and looked up. 

“He is better, is he not, Mr. Morgan?’ 

“No, my dear. He is—ahem’—he could not 
speak all at once. Then he said—‘My dear! he 
will be better soon, Think of your mamma, my 
dear Miss Sophy. She will be very thankful to have 
one of her darlings safe with her, where she is.’ 

“Still she did not cry. But she bent her head 
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down on the little face, and kissed it long and ten- 
derly. 

“TJ will go for Helen and Lizzie. They will be 
sorry not to see him again.’ She rose up and went 
for them. Poor girls, they came in in their dressing- 
gowns, with eyes dilated with sudden emotion, pale 
with terror, stealing softly along, as if sound could 
disturb him. Sophy comforted them by gentle ca- 
resses. It was soon over. 

Mr. Morgan was fairly crying like a child. But 
he thought it necessary to apologize to me for what 
I honored him for. ‘Iam a little overdone by yes- 
terday’s work, sir, I have had one or two bad 
nights, and they rather upset me. When I was 
your age, I was as strong and manly as any one, and 
would have scorned to shed tears.’ 

“ Sophy came up to where we stood. 

“*Mr. Morgan! I am so sorry for papa. How 
shall I tell him?’ She was struggling against her 
own grief for her father’s sake. Mr. Morgan offered 
to await his coming home; and she seemed thankful 
for the proposal. I, new friend, almost stranger, 
might stay no longer. The street was as quiet as 
ever; not a shadow was changed; for it was not yet 
four o’clock. But during the night a soul had de- 
parted. 

“From all I could see, and all I could learn, the 
vicar and his daughter strove which should comfort 
the other the most. Each thought of the other's 
grief—each prayed for the other rather than for 
themselves. We saw them walking out, country- 
wards; and we heard of them in the cottages of the 
poor. But it was some time before I happened to 
meet either of them again. And then I felt, from 
something indescribable in their manner towards 
me, that I was one of the 


‘Peculiar people whom Death had made dear? 


That one day at the old hall had done this. I was, 
perhaps, the last person who had given the little 
fellow any unusual pleasure. Poor Walter! I wish I 
could haye done more to make his short life happy! 


CHAPTER VIII. 


“Taere was a little lull, out of respect to the 
vicar’s grief, in the visiting. It gave time to Mrs. 
Rose to soften down the anguish of her weeds. 

“ At Christmas, Miss Tomkinson sent out invita- 
tions for a party. Miss Caroline had once or twice 
apologized to me because such an event had not 
taken place before ; but, as she said, ‘the avocations 
of their daily life prevented their having such little 
réunions except in the vacations.’ And, sure enough, 
as soon as the holidays began, came the civil little 
note: 

« ¢The Misses Tomkinson request the pleasure of 
Mrs. Rose’s and Mr. Harrison’s company at tea, on 
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the evening of Monday, the 23d inst. Tea at five 
o'clock.’ 

“ Mrs. Rose’s spirit roused, like a war-horse at the 
sound of the trumpet, at this. She was not of a 
repining disposition, but I do think she believed the 
party-giving population of Duncombe had given up 
inviting her, as soon as she had determined to relent, 
and accept the invitations, in compliance with the 
late Mr. Rose’s wishes. 

“Such snippings of white love-ribbon as I found 
everywhere, making the carpet untidy! One day, 
too, unluckily, a small box was brought to me by 
mistake. I did not look at the direction, for I never 
doubted it was some hyoscyamus which I was ex- 
pecting from London; so I tore it open, and saw 
inside a piece of paper, with ‘No more gray hair,’ 
in large letters, upon it. I folded it up in a hurry, 
and sealed it afresh, and gave it to Mrs. Rose; but 
I could not refrain from asking her, soon after, if 
she could recommend me anything to keep my hair 
from turning gray, adding that I thought prevention 
was better than cure. I think she made out the 
impression of my seal on the paper after that; for I 
learned that she had been crying, and that she talked 
about there being no sympathy left in the world for 
her since Mr. Rose’s death; and that she counted 
the days until she could rejoin him in the better 
world. I think she counted the days to Miss Tom- 
kinson’s party, too; she talked so much about it. 

“The covers were taken off Miss Tomkinson’s 
chairs, and curtains, and sofas; and a great jar full 
of artificial flowers was placed in the centre of the 
table, which, as Miss Caroline told me, was all her 
doing, as she doted on the beautiful and artistic in 
life. Miss Tomkinson stood, erect as a grenadier, 
close to the door, receiving her friends, and heartily 
shaking them by the hands as they entered; she said 
she was truly glad to see them. And so she really 
was. 

“We had just finished tea, and Miss Caroline had 
brought out a little pack of conversation cards— 
sheaves of slips of card-board, with intellectual or 
sentimental questions on one set, and equally intel- 
lectual and sentimental answers on the other; and 
as the answers were to fit any and all the questions, 
you may think they were a characterless and ‘wersh’ 
set of things. I had just been asked by Miss Caro- 
line— 

“<Oan you tell what those dearest to you think of 
you at this present time?’ and had answered, 

“<<How can you expect me to reveal such a secret to 
the present company !’ when the servant announced 
that a gentleman, a friend of mine, wished to speak 
to me down stairs. 

“Oh, show him up, Martha, show him up!’ said 
Miss Tomkinson, in her hospitality. 

“*Any friend of our friends is welcome,’ said 
Miss Caroline, in an insinuating tone. 

“JT jumped up, however, thinking it might be 
some one on business; but I was so penned in by 

36* 


385 


the spider-legged tables, stuck out on every side, 
that I could not make the haste I wished; and be- 
fore I could prevent it, Martha had shown up Jack 
Marshland, who was on his road home for a day or 
two at Christmas. 

“He came up in a hearty way, bowing to Miss 
Tomkinson, and explaining that he had found him- 
self in my neighborhood, and had come over to pass 
a night with me, and that my servant had directed 
him where I was. 

“ His voice, loud at all times, sounded like Sten- 
tor’s in that little room, where we all spoke in a kind 
of purring way. He had no swell in his tones; they 
were forte from the beginning. At first it seemed 
like the days of my youth come back again, to hear 
full manly speaking; and I felt proud of my friend, 
as he thanked Miss Tomkinson for her kindness in 
asking him to stay the evening. By and by ho 
came up to me, and I dare say he thought he had 
lowered his voice, for he looked as if speaking con- 
fidentially, while in fact the whole room might have 
heard him. 

“Frank, my boy, when shall we have dinner at 
this good old lady’s? I’m deuced hungry.’ 

“Dinner! Why, we had tea an hour ago! 
While he yet spoke, Martha came in with a little 
tray, on which was a single cup of coffee and threo 
slices of wafer bread-and-butter. His dismay, and 
his evident submission to the deerees of Fate, tickled 
me so much, that I thought he should have a further 
taste of the life I led from month’s end to month’s 
end, and I gave up my plan of taking him home at 
once, and enjoyed the anticipation of the hearty 
laugh we should have together at the end of the 
evening. I was famously punished for my deter- 
mination. 

“¢Shall we continue our game?’ asked Miss Caro- 
line, who had never relinquished her sheaf of ques- 
tions. 

“We went on questioning and answering, with 
little gain of information to either party. 

“No such thing as heavy betting in this game, 
eh, Frank?’ asked Jack, who had been watching us. 
“You don’t lose ten pounds at a sitting, I guess, as 
you used to do at Short’s. Playing for "Tote; I sup- 
pose you call it.’ 

“ Miss Caroline simpered, and looked down. Jack 
was not thinking of her. He was thinking of the 
days we had had at the Mermaid. Suddenly he 
said, ‘Where were you this day last year, Frank?” 

“¢T don’t remember!’ said I. 

“¢Then I'll tell you. It’s the 23d—the day you 
were taken up for knocking down the fellow in 
Longacre, and that I had to bail you out ready for 
Christmas-day. You are in more agreeable quarters 
to-night.’ 

“He did not intend this reminiscence to be heard, 
but was not in the least put out when Miss Tomkin- 
son, with a face of dire surprise, asked, 

«Mr. Harrison taken up, sir? 
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“¢Q yes, ma’am; and you see it was so common 3; of mutton when we get home, Only do behave your- 


an affair with him to be locked up that he can’t re- 
member the dates of his different imprisonments.’ 

“He laughed heartily; and so should I, but that 
I saw the impression it made. The thing was, in 
fact, simple enough, and capable of easy explana- 
tion. I had been made angry by seeing a great 
hulking fellow, out of mere wantonness, break the 
crutch from under a cripple; and I struck the man 
more violently than I intended, and down he went, 
yelling out for the police, and I had to go before 
the magistrate to be released. I disdained giving 
this explanation at the time. It was no business of 
theirs what I had been doing a year ago; but still 
Jack might have held his tongue. However, that 
unruly member of his was set a-going, and he told 
me afterwards he was resolved to let the old ladies 
into a little of life; and accordingly he remembered 
every practical joke we had ever had, and talked 
and laughed and roared again. I tried to converse 
with Miss Caroline—Mrs. Munton—any one; but 
Jack was the hero of the evening, and every one 
was listening to him. 

“«¢Then he has never sent any hoaxing letters 
since he came here, has he? Good boy! He has 
turned over a new leaf. He was the deepest dog at 
that I ever met with. Such anonymous letters as 
he used to send! Do you remember that to Mrs. 
Walbrook, eh, Frank? That was too bad!’ (the 
wretch was laughing all the time.) ‘No; I won't tell 
about it—don’t be afraid. Such a shameful hoax!’ 
(laughing again.) 

«Pray do tell,’ I called out; for he made it seem 
far worse than it was. 

“*Oh no, no; you’ve established a better charac- 
ter—I would not for the world nip your budding 
efforts. We'll bury the past in oblivion.’ 

“T tried to tell my neighbors the story to which 
he alluded; but they were attracted by the merri- 
ment of Jack’s manner, and did not care to hear 
the plain matter of fact. 

“Then came a pause; Jack was talking almost 
quietly to Miss Horsman. Suddenly he called across 
the room—‘ How many times have you been out with 
the hounds? The hedges were blind very late this 
year, but you must have had some good mild days 
since.” 

“<T have never been out,’ said I, shortly. 

“ ¢ Never!—whew——! Why I thought that was 
the great attraction to Duncombe.’ 

“ Now was not he provoking? He would condole 
with me, and fixed the subject in the minds of every 
one present. 

“The supper-trays were brought in, and there was 
a shufiling of situations. He and I were close toge- 
ther again. 

“*1 say, Frank, what will you lay me that I don’t 
clear that tray before people are ready for their se- 
cond helping? I’m as hungry as a hound.’ 

“You shall have a round of beef and a raw leg 


self here.’ 

“<«Well, for your sake; but keep me away from 
those trays, or L’ll not answer for myself. “ Hould 
me, or I'll fight,” as the Irishman said. I’ go and 
talk to that little old lady in blue, and sit with my 
back to those ghosts of eatables.’ 

“He sat down by Miss Caroline, who would not 
have liked his description of her; and began an ear- 
nest, tolerably quiet conversation. I tried to be as 
agreeable as I could, to do away with the impression 
he had given of me; but I found that every one 
drew up a little stifly at my approach, and did not 
encourage me to make many remarks. 

“In the middle of my attempts, I heard Miss 
Caroline beg Jack to take a glass of wine, and I 
saw him help himself to what appeared to be port; 
but in an instant he set it down from his lips, ex- 
claiming—‘ Vinegar, by Jove!’ He made the most 
horribly wry face; and Miss Tomkinson came up in 
a severe hurry to investigate the affair. It turned 
out it was some black currant wine, on which she 
particularly piqued herself; I drank two glasses of 
it to ingratiate myself with her, and can testify to 
its sourness. I don’t think she noticed my exer- 
tions, she was so much engrossed in listening to 
Jack’s exeuses for his mal-dpropos observation. He 
told her with the gravest face that he had been a 
teetotaler so long that he had but a confused recol- 
lection of the distinction between wine and vinegar, 
particularly eschewing the latter, because it had been 
twice fermented; and that he had imagined Miss 
Caroline had asked him to take toast-and-water, or 
he should never haye touched the decanter, 


CHAPTER IX. 


“As we were walking home, Jack said, ‘ Lord, 
Frank! I’ve had such fun with the little lady in 
blue. I told her you wrote to me every Saturday, 
telling me the events of the week. She took all in.’ 
He stopped to laugh ; for he bubbled and chuckled 
so that he could not langh and walk. ‘And I told 
her you were deeply in love’—anothor laugh— and 
that I could not get you to tell me the name of the 
lady, but that she had light brown hair—in short, I 
drew from life, and gave her an exact description 
of herself; and that I was most anxious to see her, 
and implore her to be merciful to you, for that you 
were a most timid, faint-hearted fellow with women.’ 
He laughed till I thought he would have fallen 
down. ‘I begged her, if she could guess who it 
was from my description—I ‘Il answer for it she did; 
I took care of that; for I said you described a mole 
on the left cheek, in the most poetical way, saying 
Venus had pinched it out of envy at seeing any one 
more lovely—oh, hold me up, or I shall fall, laugh- 
ing and hunger make me so weak :—well, I say, I 
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begged her, if she knew who your fair one could be, 
to implore her to save you. I said I knew one of 
your lungs had gone after a former unfortunate love 
affair, and that I could not answer for the other if 
the lady here were cruel. She spoke of a respirator ; 
but I told her that might do very well for the odd 
lung ; but would it minister to a heart diseased? I 
really did talk fine. I have found out the secret of 
eloquence: it’s believing what you ’ve got to say; 
and I worked myself well up with fancying you 
married to the little lady in blue.’ 

“T got to laughing at last, angry as I had been; 
his impudence wasirresistible. Mrs. Rose had come 
home in the sedan, and gone to bed; and he and I 
sat up over the round of beef and brandy and water 
till two o’clock in the morning. 

“ He told me I had got quite into the professional 
way of mousing about a room, and mewing and pur- 
ring according as my patients were ill or well. He 
mimicked mo, and made me laugh at myself. He 
left early the next morning. 

“Mr. Morgan came at his usual hour; he and 
Marshland would never have agreed, and I should 
have been uncomfortable to see two friends of mine 
disliking and despising each other. 

“Mr. Morgan was ruffled; but, with his deferen- 
tial manner to women, he smoothed himself down 
before Mrs. Rose; regretted he had not been able 
to come to Miss Tomkinson’s the evening before, and 
consequently had not seen her in the society she was 
so well calculated to adorn. But, when we were by+ 
ourselves, he said— 

“<¢T was sent for to Mrs. Munton’s this morning 
—the old spasms. May I ask what is this story she 
tells me about—-about prison, in fact? I trust, sir, 
she has made some little mistake, and that you 
never were——that it is an unfounded report.’ He 
could not get it out—‘ that you were in Newgate for 
three months!’ Iburst out laughing ; the story had 
grown like a mushroom indeed. Mr. Morgan looked 
grave. I told him thetruth. Still he looked grave. 
‘I’ve no doubt, sir, that you acted rightly; but it 
has an awkward sound. I imagined from your 
hilarity just now that there was no foundation what- 
ever for the story. Unfortunately there is.’ 

“¢T was only a night at the police-station. I 
would go there again for the same cause, sir.’ 

«Very fine spirit, sir—quite like Don Quixote; 

~ but, don’t you see, you might as well have been to 
the hulks at-once ?” 

“No, sir; I don’t.’ 

“«Take my word, before long, the story will have 
grown to that. However, we won’t anticipate evil. 
Mens conscia recti, you remember, is the great thing. 
The part I regret is that it may require some short 
time to overcome a little prejudice which the story 
may excite against you. However, we won’t dwell 
on it. Mens conscia recti! Don’t think about it, 
sir’ 

“ Tt was clear he was thinking a good deal about it. 
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CHAPTER X. 


“Two or three days before this time, I had had 
an invitation from the Bullocks to dine with them 
on Christmas day. Mrs. Rose was going to spend 
the week with friends in the town where she former- 
ly lived; and I had been pleased at the notion of 
being received into a family, and of being a little 
with Mr. Bullock, who struck me as a bluff, good- 
hearted fellow. 

“But this Tuesday before Christmas day, there 
came an invitation from the vicar to dine there; 
there were to be only their own family and Mr. 
Morgan. ‘ Only their own family!’ It was getting 
to be all the world to me. Iwas in a passion with 
myself for having been so ready to accept Mr, Bul- 
lock’s inyitation—coarse and ungentlemanly as he 
was; with his wife’s airs of pretension, and Miss 
Bullock’s stupidity. I turned it over in my mind. 
No! I could not have a bad headache, which should 
prevent my going to the place I did not care for, and 
yet leave me at liberty to go where I wished. All I 
could do was to join the viearage girls after church, 
and walk by their side in a long country ramble. 
They were quiet; not sad, exactly; but it was evi- 
dent that the thought of Walter was in their minds 
on this day. We went through a copse where there 
were a good number of evergreens planted as covers 
for game. The snow was on the ground; but the 
sky was clear and bright, and the sun glittered on 
the smooth holly leaves. Lizzie asked me to gather 
her some of the very bright red berries, and she was 
beginning a sentence with— 

“<1o you remember’——when Ellen said ‘ Hush,’ 
and looked towards Sophy, who was walking a little 
apart, and erying softly to herself. There was eyi- 
dently some connection between Walter and the 
holly-berries, for Lizzie threw them away at once 
when she saw Sophy’s tears. Soon we came to a 
stile which led to an open, breezy common, half 
covered with gorse. I helped the little girls over it, 
and set them to run down the slope; but I took So- 
phy’s arm in mine, and, though I could not speak, I 
think she knew how I was feeling for her. I could 
hardly bear to bid her good-by at the vicarage gate; 
it seemed as if I ought to go in and spend the day 
with her. 


CHAPTER XI. 


“TJ ventep my ill humor in being Iate for the 
Bullocks’ dinner. There were one or two clerks, 
towards whom Mr. Bullock was patronizing and 
pressing. Mrs. Bullock was decked out in extraor- 
dinary finery. Miss Bullock looked plainer than 
ever; but she had on some old gown or other, I 
think, for I heard Mrs. Bullock tell her she was al- 
ways making a figure of herself. I began to-day to 
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suspect that the mother would not be sorry if I took 
a fancy to the stepdaughter. I was again placed 
near her at dinner, and when the little ones came in 
to dessert, I was made to notice how fond of children 
she was; and, indeed, when one of them nestled to 
her, her face did brighten; but the moment she 
caught this loud-whispered remark, the gloom came 
back again, with something even of anger in her 
look ; and she was quite sullen and obstinate when 
urged to sing in the drawing-room. Mrs. Bullock 
turned to me— 

“*Some young ladies won’t sing unless they are 
asked by gentlemen.’ She spoke very crossly. ‘If 
you ask Jemima, she will probably sing. To oblige 
me, it is evident she will not.’ 

“J thought the singing, when we got it, would 
probably be a great bore; however, I did as I was 
bid, and went with my request to the young lady, 
who was sitting a little apart. She looked up at me 
with eyes full of tears, and said, in a decided tone, 
which, if I had not seen her eyes, I should have said 
was as cross as her mamma’s—‘ No, sir, I will not!’ 
She got up, and left the room. I expected to hear 
Mrs. Bullock abuse her for her obstinacy. Instead 
of that, she began to tell me of the money that had 
been spent on her education; of what each separate 
accomplishment had cost. ‘She was timid,’ she 
said, ‘but very musical. Wherever her future home 
might be, there would be no want of music.’ She 
went on praising her till I hated her. If they 
thought I was going to marry that great lubberly 
girl, they were mistaken. Mr. Bullock and the 
clerks came up. He brought out Liebig, and called 
me to him. 

“*T can understand a good deal of this agricul- 
tural chemistry,’ said he, ‘and have put it in prac- 
tice—without much success, hitherto, I confess. But 
these unconnected letters puzzle me a little. I sup- 
pose they have some meaning, or else I should say 
it was mere bookmaking to put them in.’ 

«“«T think they give the page a very ragged ap- 
pearance,’ said Mrs. Bullock, who had joined us. 
‘TJ inherit a little of my late father’s taste for books, 
and must say I like to see a good type, a broad 
margin, and an elegant binding. My father de- 
spised variety; how he would have held up his 
hands aghast, at the cheap literature of these times! 
He did not require many books, but he would have 
twenty editions of those that he had; and he paid 
more for binding than he did for the books them- 
selves. But elegance was everything with him. 
He would not have admitted your Liebig, Mr. Bul- 
lock; neither the nature of the subject, nor the com- 
mon type, nor the common way in which your book 
is got up, would have suited him.’ 

“<*Go and make tea, my dear, and leave Mr. 
Harrison and me to talk over a few of these ma- 
ures.’ 

“We settled to it; I explained the meaning of 
the symbols, and the doctrine of chemical equiva- 


lents. At last he said, ‘Doctor, you ’re giving me 
too strong a dose of it at one time. Let’s have a 
small quantity taken “hodie ;” that’s professional, 
as Mr. Morgan would call it. Come in and call 
when you have leisure, and give me a lesson in my 
alphabet. Of all you ’ve been telling me, I can only 
remember that C means carbon and O oxygen; and 
Isee one must know the meaning of all these con- 
founded letters before one can do much good with 
Liebig,’ 

“We dine at three,’ said Mrs. Bullock. ‘There 
will always be a knife and fork for Mr. Harrison. 
Bullock, don’t confine your invitation to the even- 
ing.’ 

«««Why, you see, I ’ve a nap always after dinner, 
so I could not be learning chemistry then.’ 

“*Don’t be so selfish, Mr. B. Think of the plea- 
sure Jemima and I shall have in Mr. Harrison’s 
society.” 

“T put a stop to the discussion by saying I would 
come in in the evenings occasionally, and give Mr. 
Bullock a lesson, but that my professional duties 
occupied me invariably until that time. 

“TI liked Mr. Bullock. He was simple, and 
shrewd; and to be with a man was a relief, after all 
the feminine society I went through every day. 

(To be concluded.) fs) | 
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THE MOTHER’S LAMENT. 
BY A LADY OF VIRGINIA. 


I Love to listen to the murmured song 

Of zephyrs reveling over beds of flowers; 
Their airy music, as it floats along, 

Speaks to my heart of past and hallowed hours 
When that sweet rainbow of my life—our boy— 
Solaced cach care, and heightened every joy. 


Brilliant in beauty as the humming-bird 
When its soft plumage glitters in the sun; 

Blithe as the lambkin of the snowy herd— 
As gentle, too, was our lamented one! 

His merry laugh still echoes in mine ear; 

His fairy footsteps still I seem to hear! 


And can it be? Oh! is it not a dream, 

That he has left forever earth’s fair scene? 

He that was so loved, so beauteous, so bright! 
Who to my soul was breath, was life, was light! 
In the dark tomb has that dear form been laid? 
Was ’t by his bier we knelt, and wept, and prayed, 
While funeral rite and psalm, at twilight dim, 
Were said and chanted, 0 my God! o’er him? 


*Twas even so! Death claimed him for his own, 
And made me desolate, heart-stricken, lone 

Now oft, like Cain, I feel as if my share 

Of earthly woe is more than I can bear. 

Now, soon to rest within that deep, cold grave, 
Where sleeps my child so still! is all I crave, 

Till the last trump shall peal along the skies, 

And the awakened, conscious dead arise! 

Then, in communion sacred, blest, and sweet, 

Our angel cherub we again shall meet. J.M.C. 


